And when the Lyon fawncs vpon the Lambe, 
JRic Lambe will neuer ccafe to follow him* 

Shout withmlA LancaJfer 9 A Lancaftcr. 
Exet. Hearke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts arc 
thcie? 

Enter Edward and his Sonldwrs, 

Edw* Seize oiitheftamefacMi^^b^arehi.mhetice, 
\ And once againe proclaimc vs King of England* 
Y on are the Foum>that makes fmall Brookes to flow, 
*No>v ftopsthy Spring,my Sea fisall fuck $hem dry, 
And £ well fo much the higher 3 by their ebbe* 
Hance withiiitmo the Tow.er,lct him not ipeake. 

Exit with King Henry. 
jAnd Lords- towards Cotfcnciybcnd webur courfc, 
Where peremptorie Warmche now rcruaincj : 
•The Sunnc fhines hoc,and if we vfc delay, 
j Cold biting Winter rnarrss our hop'd-For-Hay, 7 

Rich. Away betimesjbefore his forces ioync, 
And take the grcat-gro wne Tray tor vnawarcs: 
Braue Warriors^march atiiainc towards Coventry. 

Exeunt* 

. v i?hisgfi ztiy^l *■ . .• 

Eater ffiarwfckg, th* &I$ior of Coventry ^ two 
T^ejfengers^nd others vpon the PFalls. 

^j^r^ ..." 

W&\ Where is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford £ 
How far re hence is thy Lord,mine hon eft. fellow? 

Meff i . By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 

W&r* How. fane off is our Brother T&cuntagut'i 
Whtre is the Poft that came from Monnt&gm ? 

Ttfejf. t* By this at Pain try jwith a puiffant troopc. 
Enter S&mcrHile* 

War, Say Somirmle^h^t fayes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy gueffe ? how nigh is Clarencenovt ? 

Somem. At Southam I did leaue him with his forces, 
And doe expeft him here fame two howres hence, 

/#ir» Then Clarence is at hand,I heare his Drumme. 

Somerti, It is not hb,my Lord,here Squtham lyes i 
The Drum your Honor hsares,tmreheth from fVarwicke. 

War, Who ftiould that be?bel ike vnlook'd for friends, 

Somem* They are at hand,andyoufball quickly know. 

March. Fhurtfop £nterEdward^Rich^rd 3 
and Souldiers, 

Edw. Goe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and foimd a Park* 

Rich, See how the furiy Wdrwickt mans the Wall, 

UKtr* Oh vnbidfpight,is fportfu!l£^Wcomc? 
Where flept our Scouts, or how arc they fed uc J d, 
That we could heare no ncwes of his repayre* 

Sdw. Now Warwick* jn\\x. thou ope the Citic Gates, 
Speake geri tie words ,and humbly bend thy. Knee, 
Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages ? 

War* Nay rather ^wilt thou draw thy forces hence,. 
Cotifcfle who fet- thee vp, and plucke thee dowuc, 
Call wfcnwt? Patron, and be penitent, 
And thou flialc ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Rich, 1 thought at Ieaft he would haue faid the King, 
Ordidhemakcthcleaftagainft his will? . * 

War. Is not a Dukcdome,Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich. J>by my faith,for a poore Earle to giue, 
lie doc thee feruice for fo good a gift. 

War* Twas I that gatje th« Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther* 

£dw m Why then 'tis mine,if bat by ffitrmckfs gift* 
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War. Thou art no Atlts for fogreat^^Er^ 
And Wcakeling takes his gift ao a £e * 

And Henry is my King, W&rwicke his Subied. ' 
\ £dw m But warmckes King is Edww4s$i\{ mt . 
And gallant ^n#;e%.doebut anfwer this 
What is the Body,whcn the Head is off? 

%jch. Alas.that ivamtek* had do more fore-raft 
But whiles he thought to fteale the fingle Ten 
The King was flyly finger'd from the Deck ; * 
You left poore Henry at the.Bifhop* Palbce 
And tennc to oneyoulc meet him in cheTowtr 

Edw* s Tis euen fojet you are Warwicfy ft]]/ 

Rich. Come Warmcke^ ^ 
Take the time, kneeic downe, kneele downe; 
S Nay when ? ftrike now,or elfe the Iron cooles 

J^Sr. 1 had rather chop this Hand off ac a blow 
And with the otherjfling it at thy face, * 
Then bcarefo lowafayle^to ftrike to thee;' 
\ Edw m Sayle how thou canftj 
Haue Windc andTydc riiy friend. 
This Hand/aft woundabout thy coale-black hm t 
ShaU^whiks thy Head is warme, and new cue off ' 
Write in thediitl thi^ Sentence with thy blood ' 
Wind-changing W&rmcke now can change no mo;t t 


Enter Oxford } mth Vrummc and C&lonrs % 


War. 
Oxf* 


Oh chcareful! Colours,fee where Ox/atf t Qm 
Oxf&rd 7 Oxford t for Ltfnmfier* 
Rich. The Gates are open, let vs enter too, 
Ediv. So other foes may fet vpon our backs* 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iffheout againe, and bid vsbatcailej 
If not, the Otic being but of fmall 'defence, 
Wee'Ieqtrcldyrowze the Traitors in the fame. 
War. Oh welcome OxfordSox we want thy hejpe, 

Enter Momtdgue^tth Drttmme and Colours* 

Mount* MmnUgm.Motint&gwfiot Ltmctflcr* 
^fe.Thou and thy BfQljfcer both Oiall buy this Treafor 

Eucn with the dearcrt blood you: bodies bcate^ 
£div. The harder macch^the greater Vidorie, L 

My mindc prefageth happy gaine,and Conqueft, 

Enter Semerfitirvitb Dwrtfme and CoUm M 

Sony, Somerfet f Semerfit ^£or Lanc^fier t 
Rick Two of thy Napje^boch Dukes of Soracrfct, 
Haue fold their Lines vnco the Houfe of Tprfa 
And thou fhalt be the third 5 if this Sword hold, 

Enter CUrencsjvith Drnmme md Celwrr* 

War. had Ioe^whcrc George of Clarence fwecpes along 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile : 
With whom^n vpright aeale tongh^preuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue, 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warw&k call* 

^.Father of Warwick Jtnow you what this jnean« 
Lookc here,I throw my infanite at thee t 
1 will noc ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 
Who gaue his blood to lyme the ftones together, 
And fet vp Lwcafter. Why, troweft thou, Warmer 
That Clarence is fo harfh.fo blunt.Ynnaturall, 
To bend the^atall Inftruments of War« 


\ 
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^^^^t^^ lawfull King. 
K thou wilt obiea my holy Oath ; 
ptf V P L thu Oath.wcre more impietie, 
1 T ° kC ffl«hffl he facrifie'd his Daughter. 

'T&ew^ 
rtoebyiM my felfe thy mortaU foe : 
■ ^t..rmn.wherefoeVe I meet thee. 


13101 Heferue well at my Brothers hands, 
fSme« thee, if thou ftirrc abroad 

&w th«. f « ih y foo!c mi ?- lea J d v ng 

ffo prpwd-hcarted WrfW^Jdefie cacc, 
?3 f Vm7BrotliertBrneBiyWuftiingaJCel£es. 


Jon mc Efard* 1 wilL mEke 3metld5 : 
Jgjfrrli&ae not frown c vpon my faults, 
J rw i[| henceforth be no more vncoiiftanr- 
Sr Mo w wtl come more,and ten times more beiou'd, 



A thou leaue the To wne,and fight i 
OrfnaJI we beac the Stones about thrne Eares? 

jjw, AlasJ a' 11 not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Barnet prefeotly, 
inJ bid thee Battaiie,£^r^,if thou dar'ft. 
' ^ Yes iParmcke.Edtvarcl dares, and leads the way : 
Lords to the field; Sai tie GeargtjmA Viaorie. €xemt. 
yimh. W&rmcke wd bis ceis^aniefoSowes. 

t/H&umiffld ExcHrfons* Enter Edward hinging 
forth WArwicke wounded* 

Uw* So k Iye thou there: dyethou^nd dyeourfeare, 
For^4wff^"was a Buggethat fcar'd vs all. 

Now M&mt#gtis fii faft,I feekc for thee^ 

That Ufar&ick*t Bones may keep c thine companie. 

Extt. 

Htew. Ah,who is nigh? come tome/riendjor foe^ 
And tell me who is Viaor^V^or Warwick* ? 
Whyaske I that? my mangled body flicwes, 
My blood,my waut of firengrh ? my ficke heart fliewes, 
Thatlmuft yeeld my body to the Earthy 
AndbymyfalI ? thcconqiieft to my foe* 
Tliusyeelds the Cedar to theAxes edge, 
Whofe Armes gaue fiieker to the Princely Eagle, 
Vader whofe fhade the vamping Lyon fl<rpt T 
Whofe cop-branch ouer-pect'd faxes fpreading Tree, 
Andkep^t low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. 
Thcie Eyes, that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle, 
Hauebecne as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
To fearch the fecrer Treasons of the World S 
The Wriuckles in my Browes^ow fili s d with blood, 
Were likened oft co Kingly Scpulchcrs : 
For who liu*d King^but I could digge his Grauc ? 
And whodurft foiile^-when Warwicke bent his Brow ? ■ 
Loe^now my Glory fmear'd in dufi and blood* 
My Parkes^my Walkcs 3 [ny Mannors that Ihad s 
Eucn now forfokertie; and of all my Lands, 
h nothing left mc,buc my bodies length, 
Why,what i$ P oropc.RulcReigne.bnt Earth and Daft ? 
And liuc we how we can,y et dye we rnoft. 

Enter Oxfird and Somtrfeu 

Sm< AhW^anvicfalFArmckfftftnthau as we 
m. might tecouer all our Lofle againe i 


TheQijeene from France hath brought a puiflant power. 
Euen now we heard the ncwes : ah,could r ft thoufiye, 
" Why then I would not flye. Ah Momtague^ 

If thou be thcrCjfweeE Brother,take my Hand, 
And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 
Thou loa*ft me not : for,Brother,if thou didft, 
Thy teares would waft this cold congealed blood, 
That glewes my Lippcs,and will not let me fpeake- 
Come quickly ' Montague >or I am dead. 

And to the lateft gafpecry'd out for IFamicke: 
And faid,Commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would hanc faid,and more he fpoke, 
Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That raougbt not be diftioguifiit : but at laft> 
I well might heare, dcHuered with a groane. 
Oh farewell IFArwifikf- 

Wanv. Sweet reft his Soule : 
Flye Lords, and fane your felues, 
For Warmeke bids yon all farewelJ^o meet in Heauen* 

Oxf. Away,away,tG meet the Quecnes great power, 
Here they beareaway his 'Body. Exeunt. 

Flour ip^ Enter King Edward in tritmph 9 mtb 
Rickird,C/arence 3 and the reft* 

A'/^.Thus farretfur fortune keepes an vpward courfe, 
And we arc grae'd with wreaths of Viaorie : 
But in the roidft of this bright- Aiming Day, 
I fpya black Jiifpicious threarning ClotJd, 
Tbac will encounter with mx glorious Sunne, 
Ere he aetaine his eafefull Weftcrnc Bed : 
Imeane,my Lord5,thofc powers that the Q^ecne 
Hath rays*d inGallia.hauearriuedourCoaft, 
And, as we heare,march on to fight with vs. 

Clar. A little gale will foonedifperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beamcs will dry thofe Vapours-vp 3 
Forenery Cloud engenderi notaStorme. 

Rich. The Qtj_eenejs valued thirtie thoufand ftrong, 
And S*nfflrfit 9 vr\ih OxfordfizA to her : 
If flic haue time tobrearhe>be well afibr'd 
Her faction will be full as ffrong as ours* 

King. We are aduertis'd by our louing friend*, 
That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury* 
We hauing now the b eft at Burnet field, 
Will thither ftraight, for willingnefle rids way, 
And as we march,our flrength will be augmented : 
In euery Countie 35 we goc along, 
Strike vp the DrummejCry eouragej&nd away- Exewt* 

Elourtfb. March. Enter the Queene^ young 
£dwdtrd > Som$rfet, Oxford^ and 

Souldien* 

■Qit. Great Lord^wife men ne'r fit and waile their loffc, 
Bat chearely feeke how to redrefle their harmes* 
What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord,- 
The Cable broke,the holding- Anchor loft, 
And halfe our Saylors fwallow'd in the flood ? 
Yet Hues our Pilot ftill. 1st meet^that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefiill Lad* 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 
And giue more ftrengthto that which hath toomuch^ 
Whiles inhismoane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which Induftrie and Courage might hauefau'd ? 
Ah" what a ftiame,ah what a fault were this. 
Say Warmth* was our Anchor; what of that f 

... q 3 
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